IN MEMORIAM                    379

Then fancy shapes, as fancy can,

The grief my loss in him had wrought,
A grief as deep as life or thought.

But stay'd in peace with God and man,

I make a picture in the brain;

I hear the sentence that he speaks;

He bears the burthen of the weeks,
But turns his burthen into gain.

His credit thus shall set me free;

And, influence-rich to soothe and save,

Unused example from the grave
Reach out dead hands to comfort me.

COULD I have said while he was here

e My love shall now no further range;
There cannot come a mellower change,

For now is love mature in ear/

Love, then, had hope of richer store :
What end is here to my complaint ?
This haunting whisper makes me faint,

* More years had made me love thee more.'

But Death returns an answer sweet:
* My sudden frost was sudden gain,
And gave all ripeness to the grain,

It might have drawn from after-heat/

I WAGE not any feud with Death
For changes wrought on form and face;
No lower life that earth's embrace
May breed with him, can fright my faith.
Eternal process moving on,
From state to state the spirit walks ;
And these are but the shatter*d stalks
Or ruin'd chrysalis of one.